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melting 


Author's Notes: 
This was inspired by Jon\'s vocal on \"Long Distance Runaround\" and contains my first musings regarding 


portraying him as a wood elf. 


The sky overhead, outside the cozy bower of a certain bed, was gray wool tinged with a vague glow. Jon 
stretched and sighed, without effect on the man next to him in the bed. That man, resting on the softest linen, 
umber hair perfectly styled, framing his face like a prized pelt, clothed in nothing but his own precious skin, a 
necklace of shells..and arrogance. But Jon reckoned it was the kind of arrogance which was at least somewhat 
justified. He was a magnificent creature, even if he took pleasure in doing things well just for the sheer sake of 


it. So he could look down his perfectly-formed nose at the rest of the world, his expression cold, somehow. 
But the necklace, it was a simple glamour, lending a shimmer. No one perceived it as such, not really, but they 
did see something and they liked what they saw. If the other knew how the necklace had been charmed he 


likely would have ripped it from his neck and thrown it as far as he could, but Jon knew he loved adornment. 


He was of the house of Neptune, he loved beauty and pleasure. Jon exploited these qualities as he knew he 


could, from the very beginning. He used his voice and his own mutable form to lure that cold fish, that 
arrogant bastard who was all sharp patrician features and astounding ability..in all things. 


Jon counted backwards in his mind..how long had he been awake? At least twenty-four hours, possibly more. 
And there was work to be done, in scant hours, they were both expected at Advision to record vocals. He 

didn't need sleep, not like people did, but he did require rest or he wouldn't be able to sing. And he would lose 
control over the ability to maintain his human guise. But the other knew his secret, so whenever they were 


alone he could let go of the shield Unless the other demanded a different disguise. But lately he did not. 


He seemed, however, to require something to disconnect the voice of moderate reason. They had parted, late, 
all trudging back to their respective flats, seeking what little sleep they could in the wake of the exhausting 
task of channeling creativity. Because Jon had stopped off to gather herbs which he needed for his voice from 
a communal garden in his neighbourhood, his Piscean nemesis awaited him on the steps..he could smell the 


cannabis long before he reached the building 

"Take a side trip to the forest of mushrooms, did you?" 

"Gonna build a house under one, then you won't find me." 

"Water calls to water, isn't that what you said?" A deep inhale, the coal of the spliff winking much as a signal. 
"Gonna share that, then?" 

Chris leaned forward, the cigarette dangling between his long fingers. "Here, though | shouldn't allow it” 

It was their shared jest, as Jon was publicly opinionated in a very forthright fashion, but privately he allowed 
Chris to undermine his will. He took it and inhaled, as a knot of weary expectation was untangled. In the dark 
they seemed to see one another in the truest of ways. But Jon could actually discern the shimmer, the 


element which those in the mundane could only perceive as something inherently desirable. 


This is what he had made of his promising object..he personified desire to his benefactor, and he seemed to 


know it as he demanded more and more of Jon's affection. 


But he never had to say anything. He had only to appear and the other could refuse nothing, knowing the 


charm would continue to make him charming, its' power magnified the more it bonded with the wearer. 


Nothing to do but to fall into bed as he was set upon by long-limbed magnificence, overwhelmed by possessive 
demand. It wasn't magic - he knew magic, the language of his kind - but Chris could make it seem as if his 
hands were everywhere at once as he gnawed on delicate bones, spurred by sweet skin - Jon was of the fair 
folk, after all - and it could never be denied. 


But he was glad when he didn't have to remake himself for the one he loved. 


"Chris, c'mon, its half-threel” 
"Not tired, not finished" 


Lustful slurred mumbling, and Jon could make the moment stretch as long as was needed..it was why he wrote 
of time not as fixed, but capricious and unfettered. Time truly was meaningless to his kind. His Fish, however, 
possessed the Piscean tendency towards rebellion of all forms of discipline, save in regards to his art. Dare to 
call him a mere musician and he would turn on you, spitting obscenities like poison darts. He believed he could 
do what he did because he was a sensitive artist, because he was...wholly himself, and thus a unique man, in 


Touch with the rhythm of all things. 


Such as this rhythm they made now: friction which was quicksilver itch and pleasurable sting. Fingers in his 
hair, mouth devouring his neck (the bruises would disappear at a invocation of a word and a touch), boastful 


prick buried in a hollow of shameful need. 


Absurdity, his connection with the eternal reminded him. His race loved, that was their gift to all things, loving 
who they would, whenever they might. And they were especially attracted to humans, easy to pass among 
them, as they were not so finely formed, not like those of the Sea or Stone. But his haughty lover's features 


made Jon think he was Sidhe when they first met, so proud..and not just in temperament. 


And he did love this, when their bond was more actual and earth-bound. Water calls to water and water will 
absolve. 


Chris had a reputation for being a tireless lover, and indeed, his demands were limitless as Jon invoked the 
charm for time, its' defining arbitrary characteristics receded from them, locked in the rhythm. A rhythm so 
deep it wasn't rhythm, it was pulse, it was the sound of perpetual motion. There were no grand movements or 
gestures, only the pulse between them, and hours passed in the arms of a man possessed. How Jon bore the 
weight he wasn't sure, but he did, delirious with vibrations deep as what his lover could play in his way..their 
harmony was a delicate balance of competition and cooperation. When he finally wrung the release out of the 
other, capturing the focus with a sotto voce command of come now, come with me, the cry and the look of his 
creature's face in rapture..Jon felt, as he always did, that he might expire from the sheer beauty of it all. 
Even as Chris wore him out, in every sense of the phrase. 


And now that gorgeous prat slept smug and secure on his back and would not wake. 


Jon left him there, everyone expected he would be tardy..if Chris were actually on time suspicion might flower. 
But Jon was forlorn to sing without him. 


“Take everyone out but Fish," he commanded Eddie, who threw him a look. 


"Wot?" 


"Are ye deaf, lad? Just want the bass." 


Eddie shrugged and made the necessary adjustments to the faders for the playback. But as Jon was in the 


midst of the first verse the sound in his cans cut out with a familiar warp. 

"What's the trouble?" 

"Uh, d'ya need a cuppa, p'haps? Glass of water? Something?" 

"Huh?" 

‘| know it's in a lower register, but..you're rather pushing it, | think?" 

"Eddie, what are you on about?" 

"Got a bit of a rasp, you do." 

Oh." Jon felt himself blushing hot. Hot colour. They couldn't keep doing this, he knew, even as good as it felt, a 
wonderful ache and fatigue. He could barely speak, but didn't want to lose the day. The label hated to pay for 

time wasted, and took it out of their royalties. 

"Let me run through it any road, right? Roll it" 

"Maybe just one without?" 

"No, we shouldn't waste it, in case it's decent." 

Eddie shrugged again. Whether he liked it or not, Nappy always got his way. 

Jon could hear himself and was panicked everyone else could hear the reason beneath the words, beneath the 
timbre of his voice, but no one said anything further. When Chris finally appeared and listened to a rough mix, 
he pursed his slightly-swollen lips and widened his tired eyes. 

‘If anything, he could do with a bit more grit 


It was a familiar tease, but a particularly spiteful one..coming from a former choirboy. 


Later Jon told people the song was about God..and he wasn't lying. He just didn't specify which God. 


